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the trail of her foot-marks ends at your tree. Now, now, it is verv
dangerous to hide my wife from me. I am a powerful ogre. If you
dare insult me, I will soon make you wander homeless in the forest,
like a slave.

TREE-GOD. Listen, you powerful ogre of the forest. I do not care
whether you lose or find your wife. I care not for your affairs. You
are very rude in accusing me, a perfect stranger, of eloping with your,
wife. You must be a blind cock, looking for a hen that has followed
another. . . . Ha, ha, you remind me of a complicated case in a
court of law. A slave was sued by a man in the court of a clerk of
law. The man's own mother came and defended the slave. Now,
now, let me alone, do not pat me in your complicated case, I cannot
be like that mother, I cannot defend your wife, and I cannot defend
you either.1 Brother, poor little brother, go home.

DAYWA. Brother god, do not say insulting wrords, do not crack
jokes. My wife's foot-marks abruptly end underneath your tree. You
cannot escape by mere denial. You are not a defendant in a court of
law. No arguments will save you. Where is my wife? Answer me
quickly. Although you are a god, you are not the son of the king of
the gods. I can punish you, I will punish you.

TREE-GOD. My master of courtly language and polite manners I
Collector of revenue from such powerless beings as ghosts and
demons, you cannot frighten me, my lad. I care not for your wife
that has left you because you are a mere animal-spirit. It is no good
threatening me, I am not afraid of such beings as you. This tree is a
shady banyan tree. Men come here to rest, breaking their tiresome
journey through the forest for a few peaceful moments of relaxation.
I am not responsible for their footmarks. Go home, lad. Do you
want some banyan flowers? I am an honourable god, I never steal
wives.

DAYWA. You minor-god, you slave-god, you dare laugh at me,
and mock me ? I am not the son of a merchant, I do not care whether
your tree is an open market where men and cows and horses come to
trade. I want my wife, and I will look under every leaf of your tree
for my wife.

TREE-GOD. You big brother of little spirits, you spirit afraid to go
near a place of worship, is this your tree? Just touch a leaf and you
will see what this loving brother of yours can do.

1 The meaning is not clear. I think it is a reference to a contemporary
law-suit.